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Only the past is immortal 

Disclaimer: If you are suggesting that | own any of the memebers of Metallica, or that I'm getting paid for 
this, or that I'm trying to insult anyone by this, | strongly recommend you to go see a doctor. Oh, and this 
never happened. Yes. That too. 

Notes: My first ever posted fic. | was planning on putting it up on the I8th, but | couln't wait. Feedback greatly 
craved. 


Dearest Kirk, 


The world is crying. There are heavy raindrops falling, blurring everything. The clouds hang like dark curtains 
over the sky, preventing both sun and moon from shining. 


The world is crying for you, Kirk 


It feels like everything | have ever done has led me down this path. As if nothing else matters. Wouldn't that 


be ironic? 


Yeah it would. lronic as fuck 


| know why you always flinch away from me. | didn't mean to hurt you like that, you know. Oh, fuck, | shouldn't 
go making lousy excuses. | _did_ hurt you like that. But what happened back then.. You know | loved Cliff. As in 
| _loved_ Cliff. With all my fucking heart. | just didn't know it. And you.jeez, this is going to sound like | really 
think it's your fault, but you did say so yourself. | know | shouldn't have believed you. You were so wrong, and 
my stupidity caused us all so much pain 


So it all began. The nightmare. The fucking everlasting hell. We all went mad, didn't we? Totally flipping mental. 


But you didn't show it on the outside, as usual. You never do. You went for the quiet thing, shattering piece by 
piece, bit by bit. | can't even begin to tell you how sorry | am for that. That we didn't see you, didn't hear you. 
| should have realized that you were falling apart right before my eyes. 


Instead, Jason saw it. 


Yeah, that was one fucked up day in history. When Newkid made me stop my drinking by punching me and 
showing me what you had become. | still remember his words. | hear them ringing in my head every day, like 


some kind of accusing mantra. 


"God, James, can't you see it? He's fucking dying out there! When was the last time he managed to get 
through a whole song without stopping? You go out there now, Hetfield, and you look at that broken man, and 
you tell me if that's the Kirk you know. Cause it sure as hell ain't the man | used to look up to.” 


And | did open my eyes. And | did look at you. And | did see that Jason was right. The man sitting there wasn't 
funny, flaky Kirk. That was some sort of phantom, a wraith, a ghost, a pale shadow. 


We hadn't even realized you were falling down at all. Me and Lars, we went for crashing right into everything 


and everyone. You slipped your way down slowly, managing to get four times as deep. 


You still can't bear looking at me. There's no need to pretend anymore. | know I've destroyed the chance of 


ever having anything with you, even a functioning fucking friendship. 


But you keep on pretending. Like | can't see right through you. It's like riding a bike. Once Jason taught me how 
| can't forget it, even though | might want to. Because you keep coming to every session every day, you keep 
spending most of your time with us, you keep talking to me like it's okay. | know it isn't. | can see it in your 


eyes, as clear as if you were saying it to my face. 


Please, Hamlet, stop pretending! I'm begging you; don't go acting like it's all right, like you're all right, like | didn't 
hurt you. | know you forgave me, but | also know | sure as hell don't deserve it. | don't deserve anything you 


can give me. | don't even deserve being hated by you. 


| know you don't hate me. You ought to, but you don't. Not that you trust me at all anymore, though. Not at 


all. | don't blame you. 


| see it everything. In the way your shoulders tremble slightly while we rehearse. In the way you twist your 


hands when | talk to you. In the way you flinch every time | look at you. 


Shit, Kwirk, we used to be such good friends, remember? We used to laugh. Don't tell me I've destroyed all of 


that. 


Remember that time when we were cleaning all the junk out of your old apartment. You were moving, said you 
were tired of the neighborhood. We played Diamond Head and Sabbath all night, drinking way too much Vodka 


and pulling the weirdest shit out of your closets. 
Do you still have that pink bunny-costume? | had almost forgotten all about that. 


Its strange really, how much you forget. All these little things. They seem so ordinary, so everyday, and then 
one day they're just gore. I've started forgetting more and more stuff. | guess it's some kind of consequence 


of all the boozing. It all just slips away before | can stop it. 


Like that bunny-costume. Or your weird alarm clock, the one shaped as a shark. Or that old photo of us 
outside one of the gigs on the Master of Puppets tour. | can't remember what town we were in, but that 


doesn't really matter, does it? 


We were standing on the stage, it was probably some time around sound check, and we looked so..young. Naive, 
even. We all had our arms flung around each other's necks, grinning like mad to the camera. Your guitar was 
dangling from your neck, of course. Lars was making some kind of strange face (bad habit, | guess) and Cliff 


was showing everyone his finger. That was Metallica. 


If you hadn't found that picture that day, that moment would have been lost to me forever. If you hadn't 
shrugged and given it to me | might have forgotten what Metallica used to be about. A couple of guys hanging 


around making music. 


| guess you didn't need that help to remember. You, being you, managed anyway. | think that's what made it 
possible for you to keep it up like that for so many years. The drinking, the drugging, the screwing around, the 
falling apart. 


| just wish | could have been there for you. | just wish | could turn back time to 1986 and redo it all. Then | 
could mend you. It's too late now, cause you will never trust me again Ever. | wonder if you ever did trust me 


totally. | bet its a feeling | would like, but I'll never experience it. 


Fuck it, Kwirk, I'm so sorry. | know it doesn't mean much, it doesn't mean a shit because you're still broken, and 


it's my foult. 


| wish | could have a second chance, but | don't deserve it. Just remember that | love you. 


| love you. 


Yours always, 


James 


